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and,, his gloom being infectious, everyone felt as if "there was a
corpse under the table/' I am sure there was always a sigh of
relief when we left. But one day Burckhard invited us to meet
Gerhart Hauptmann, his friend., Margarethe Marshaik, whom he
married soon after, and Josef Kainz. Mahler reluctantly con-
sented to go. That evening was unforgettable.
It was the first of many talks Hauptmann and Mahler had
together and I remember it very clearly. There was a great
argument between Hauptmann and Kainz during dinner about
the end of the "Versunkene Glocke," which Hauptmann had
altered. In the first version Rautendelein went back into the
well as cheerfully as she had emerged from it. Now he made her
go back sadly, which certainly is not in keeping with her elfish
nature. Kainz called it a concession to the public. Hauptmann
had given him a copy of the earlier version, and Kainz said with a
laugh that if he outlived him he would have it printed at his own
expense. Hauptmann said he did not mind what liberties were
taken in the future* as long as the edition already printed survived*
Kainz has since died., and what has become of the version he
spoke of?
It was late when we left, and the long walk home from Frank-
gasse, where Burckhard lived, to Auenbruggergasse near the
Rennweg, where we lived, was made longer still because Mahler
and Hauptmann were so engrossed that they stopped and talked
at every lamp-post for a quarter of an hour at a time. Margarethe
Marschalk, a lovely creature in those days, and I sat down on a
seat and waited patiently until we could get a word in edgeways
to remind them of our existence. At four in the morning I could
walk no farther and we took a cab from the Michaelerplatz.
Next day we paid the Hauptmanns a visit at the Hotel Sacher.
Margarethe was wearing a shirt and black satin trousers, and her
short black curls hung down to her shoulders; I could tell at once
that she and Rautendelein were one and the same. She and I
were to go out together and Mahler to stay with Hauptmann.
Hauptmann took me aside as we were starting. "Do keep an eye
on Gretchen," he said. "Don't let her enter a shop. She hasn't
a notion of the value of money, and simply spends all she's got.
Once, in Berlin, I gave her a thousand mark note to keep for me
until we got to Italy, but when I "asked her for it she hadn't the
faintest recollection Fd ever given it to her. It put me in a
great difficulty because I'd been absolutely counting on it. So
I made a search. And do you know where I found it? At